Adoration

rrHO does not feel desire unending
To solace through his daily strife,
With some mysterious Mental Blending,,
The hungry loneliness of life?

Until, by sudden passion shaken,
As terriers shake a rat at play,

He finds, all blindly, he has taken
The old, Hereditary way.

Yet, in the moment of communion,
The very heart of passion's fire,

His spirit spurns the mortal union,

"Not this, not this, the Soul's desire!1*

Oh You, by whom my life is riven,
And reft away from my control,

Take back the hours of passion given!
Love me one moment from your souL

Although I once, in ardent fashion,
Implored you long to give me this;
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